ee DIAG OT Lhe princely weIng of the fair Maid of London, by King Edward. 
The 7une.'s, 


{ 


Bonny ſweet Robin. 


IV air Angel of Engl: ad thy beauty mo? bꝛiglt, Yet hath thy love taken moꝛe root in my heart, 
Js all my hearts pleaſure, my joy and delig t, Then all their tontentments whereof ! have part. 


Then goant me lwett Lady thy true love to bt, peur gentle heart cannot mens tears much abide, 


That J may {iy welcome good fo:tune to me. 

The Turtle lo chaſt an) true in her love, 

Bp gentle perſwiſtons ber fincy will mote, 

Then be not intreated fair Lady in vain, 

Foz nature requireh what J ſhould obtain. 

Che phœn x ſo famus that liveth alone, 

F3 vowcd to chaſtity being but o e, 

But be not nip darli g och ſt in deſize, 

Le ſt thau like che p! & doſt peaance in fire. 

But alas gentle L dp J pity thy ſtate, 

In being reſolved to live without Mate, 

Fo: if ot dur courit'g the pleaſure thou knew, 

Dou would have a liliing the ſam? to enſue. 

Long time I have ſuc the ſa ne to obtain, 

Pet Jamrcqiitcd with (co:nful diteaty, 
But if you will grant peur good will unto me, 
Pou ſhall be advanced co Pꝛincelp degree: 
Pꝛomotions and honeur may often ent ice, 
The chaſteſt thit liveth chavghrever fo nice, 
hat woman ſo we2thy.but could le content 

oliveinaPrlzce where P:inces frequent. 


And women leaſt angry when moſt they do chide, 
Then pield to me kind'y and ſay that at length 


Men do want mercy aud pooz women ſtrength. 


I grant thit fzir Ladies may pooz men reſiſt, 
And Pꝛinces map conquer end Love who they lift 
A King map co nand her to lpe by his ſide, 

Whoſe feature deſerbeth to be a Kings bꝛide. 

In granting your love yon ſhall purchiſe renc wn, 
pour head (al be deck d with Englands fair crown 
thy garments meſt gallant of gold ſthall be rought, 
If true love with treaſure wich thee may be toght 
Great Ve dies of honour Hall tend on thy train, 
Polk richly atttred wich Scarlet in grain, 

Py Chamber meft pꝛincely thy perſon sball keep, 
Where Uirgins with muſick shall regk thee alleep. 
If anp moze pleaſures thy heart can invent, 
Command them wert Kadp thy mind to content, 
Foz Kings gallant courts where pzinces do dwell 
Aftoꝛds ſuch ſweet p3ſktine ss Ladies lobe well. 


Then ve not reſolved to dye a true Þ id, 
But pꝛint in thy bolgme tie woꝛds J have ſald, 


To bꝛides poung ard pꝛincely to church Jhave lcd and grant a King favour tdy true lc ve to be. 


Two Ladies now :atei! h ve becked my bed, 


Jhat J map ſay we co. ne wert Airgiʒ to me. 
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The Fair maid of Tondons anſwer to King Edwards wanton Love: 


Q 


lich getting thou looſeſt. and having doft wat ft, Tis counted a kindneſs fn men foz to try, 
the which if thou purchaſt is ſpoil'd if thou haſt it. And vercue in women the ſame to deny, 
But if thou obtaineſt it thou nothing haſt won, Foz women unconſtant can neger be pzod'd 
And J looſing nothing pet quite am undone, Until by their betters therein they be mov d. 
But if of that jewel a King do deceive me, I women and modeſty once do but ſever 
No K can reffoze theugh a Kingdom he give me. Then far wel good name and credit fo ever, 
Py colour is changed nce pou ſaw me laſt, And Royal King Edward let me be txil d, 


My favour is vaniſht my beauty is paff, Ere any Pan knows my body's deflld. 
The Koſe redbluſhes that ſat in mp cheeks, If women and modell y once do but ſever, 
Topaleneſs is turned which all men dillikes. Coo deep an impꝛt ſſion within my heart bears, 
I paſs not whit Pzinces foz love do pꝛoteſt, Noz ſhall his bzight honour that blot gy me have, 
The name of a Atrgin contenteth me beſt, To bzing his gray hairs-wich grief to the grave. 
I have not veſerved.to ſleep by thy fide, The heavens foꝛbid that when ! all dye, 
N02 pet to be counted foz Kirg Edwards bzide. That any ſuch iin upon my ſoul ould lye, 
The name of a Pzince(s J never did crave. M J bhve thus kept me from doing this fn, 


No ſuch tipe of honour thy hand⸗matd will have, My heart fhall not pie ld with a Pzince to begin. 
Pe bzeaft ſhall not harbour (9 lofty a thought, Come rather with pitty and weep on my tomb, 
Noz be with rich pzoffers to wantonneſs b:ought, Then foz my birth curſe my dear mothcrs womb, 
Ik wild wanton Roſamond one of our ſoꝛt, That bzought fozth a bloom that ftgined th: tree, 
Bad neved frequented K, Hear ies bzave Court, With wanton deftres to ſhame her and me. 

Such beaps of deep ſozrow ſhe never had (cen, | | 
Nor taſted the rage of ſo jealous a Queen. 

Al Pen havs their freedom to ſhew their i:tent, 
Ther win not a woman except ſhe conſent; 
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